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MOTLEY NOTES. 


E are supplied by a curious reader with a few 
ancient superstitions which exist, or at least 
some of them, to this day :— 

[It is unlucky to catch scarlet fever in a blue omnibus. 

It is most unlucky to leave a new pair of gloves in a railway 
train. 

It is usually a lucky sign to get a rise in income. 

To have a large family and a small income signifies bad 
luck. 

Two headaches in one day indicates that something happened 
the dat before. 

It is extremely unlucky to be run over and killed by a four- 
horsed hearse on a Friday. 

Any of our readers who know more of these superstitions 
may unpack their minds of them in this column with all the 
pleasure in the world. 


There is bad news for Northampton in the vast strides being 
made by American boots—please note singularly neat metaphor. 
Not only is the American boot 
striding over England, it is actually 
planting itself down in Germany, 
where, we read, the American boot 
trade -will shortly open fifteen 
stores. What, then, is to become 
of the English boot trade? Can’t we 
get our foot in somewhere ? 


May we beg the Daily Mai to 
take this question up! We can 
imagine the skill with which our full- 
blooded contemporary would do it 
adequate justice. Think of the 
headlines: ‘“England’s Danger: 
The American Boot.” What a pic- 
ture it calls up of John Bull fleeing 





crop nervously guarding his most vulner- 
able point. 


[pYLLIc LONDON. 

(“The ideal of London should be the 
removal to the country of every manu- 
facturing business that can be equally 
well carried on twenty miles out.”—Dadly 
Kavpress. | 
Come, Cynthia, let us leave behind 

This smutty mead, this grimy rill, 

And wander hand in hand to find 

Sweet daffodils on Ludgate Hill, 
Where soft the pretty gutters wind, 

And all is pastoral and still. 


Or, Cynthia, if for wider waste 
You pine, as sometimes doth your mate, 
(ome, let us run with eayer haste, 
To sweet untrodden Aldersgate, 
Where once the vulgar workers paced, 
Where now the calm’s inviolate, 


Fairer, my love, than field and dale, 
Where smoke pollutes the noisy scene, 
Is London’s far sequest red vale, 
Whitechapel’s haunts and Bethnal’s Green , 
There may we breathe love's liquid tale, 
And keep our shirts and collars clean. 


We have received the following extraordinary letter from 
one of the people credited with the authorship of the famous 
“Love Letters”:—‘ Beloved, | 
kiss your blind mouth ; I smother 
your dumb ears with kisses; | 
bow myself before your tongue 
less boots. What has happened ! 
You have made me laugh; you 
have sent by the Carter Paterson 
of Love gladness and brightness 
into the trembling twopenny tube 
of my shattered soul. I thought 
UN was dead for me. — Foolish 
me! Ah! dear, dear; dearer than 
dear; dearest, dearest; Royal 
Highness, Lord High Admiral 
of my Fleet, Commander-in-Chief 
of all my forces, Lord Mayor of 
my Corporation, I love you. [owe youso much. Yours till 


”? 


a 





the next issue —— 


LINES TO THE Wairer or “THE Visits OF ELIZABETH.” 


Sweet Innocence! O sweet beyond all praise, 
A virgin mind unspotted by the world ; 

That lost, confounded, in Life’s tangled maze 
Is not from Purity’s high tower hurl’d, 

But modestly into itself doth look 

And then. unmoved, sits down to write a book. 


Among the census jokes we find these two: A man refused 
to dust a table so that the census-taker might do his writing ; 
“if the Government wanted the table dusted let them do it 
themselves.” The other joke: One woman on hearing the 
census-taker’s request, told him to write the names of the 
occupiers of the house on the doorstep, and then slammed the 
door in his face. They are good jokes ; we hope the census 
taker appreciated them. 
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We beg our readers to study carefully the following lines : 
“ This is the hysterical extravagance of diseased parochialism, 
and to call the author of it a Little Englander would be a 
fulsome compliment. He should sit enthroned on the parish 
pump, with a foolscap on his intellectual brow.” Does he 
not exclaim “Vulgar Toryism! abuse of that sort isn’t 


argument.” But, mérahile dictu, is the sentence of the Daily 
News. and is directed against a disciple of ‘‘ Tory Imperialism.’ 


/ 


Who sara Tu gpuoque 


The Rochester Diocesan Chronicle is amusing itself just now 
hy asking which is the hotter—church orchapel. Parishioners, 
apparently, all go to the hotter place. 


The Seventh Edward is perturbed about the question of his 
clubs. Can he still belong to them? That’s the pother. 
Whatever may be his choice, we are quite sure that all the 
clubs will agree that the King is a trump. 


\ lady was going out from Edinburgh to the village of 
Joppa, and before starting she was warned that of all the dull 
places in Scotland Joppa was the dullest. “ ‘here are three 
hundred and fifty-five spinsters there,” said her comforter ; 
“and there’s hardly a man in the place.” The lady went, 
however, and, further, went to church on Sunday. Imagine 
her surprise when the parson, mounting the pulpit, gave out 
this text ina loud argumentative voice, “Send men to Joppa- 


send men to Joppa.” The lady who tells me this story has 
forgotten what the sermon was about. 
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WARFARE. 
SCENE: Wh itechapel Restaurant. 


C‘ustomer.—“ Lone Tom AND KHAKI, PLEASE.” (Prompt/y 
ped with Ones ericie anal P. - pP ee. | 





























SILLY QUESTION. 
“ WHERE ARE You GoInG TO, My PRETTY Main’? 


CHATS WITH YOUNG HOUSEWIVES. 
(By a Penny Fashionable Editor.) 


‘* LADY GWENDOLINE.”— You will find that a very economical 
soup can be made by scraping a carrot into a saucepan 
of water, adding a pinch of salt for flavour, and, if very 
pale, a little colouring matter. If the weather is cold, 
pepper well. 

“ Cuic.”—You will probably get what you want in the Brixton 
Road. But don’t you think scarlet, violet, and yellow 
on a toque is a little heavy ? 

‘* Marry Come Up.’”—I am very sorry to hear of your trouble. 
Of course it is extremely bad taste of your husband to 
tell you to “put your head in a bag.” No yentleman 
would talk like that. You might tell him so. If he 
still persists, look him fixedly in the eyes, curl your lips, 
and say something about “City manners.” As a last 
resource refer to the smallness of his income. 

‘“YounG MotTuer.”—No wonder your baby screams. ‘ou 
must always use safety pins, never the ordinary kind. 
The long red lines that worry you so on the poor mite’s 
hody are probably scratches from all those pins you 
have been sticking into his garments. No ; you needn't 
send for a doctor: but do use safety pins. Babies 
prefer them. 

“ Ursusa.”—No, you should not put “ P.p.c.” on invitations. 
“R.S.V.P.” does just as well. “ R.S.P.C.C.” has nothing 
to do with “P.p.c.” ; it means Royal Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Children. 

“Wuo Livep IN A SHoE.”—Poor dear ! but how can I advise 
you? Thirteen children, the eldest only fifteen, and 
your husband’s income three pounds a week ! Really 
your fate isa hard one. The only comfort I can give 
you is the reminder that there are hundreds in the same 
boat. Look at the answer to “ Lady Gwendoline,” above, 
for a cheap dinner. 

“ HomepoaTHic,”—I have never heard of pepper as a cure for 
measles. Presume you don’t use cayenne. If the baby 
is still alive, write again. Interested. 
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From A TRAIN Winpow. 
(Dedicated to My Lord Gre y.) 

Whizzed under meditative skies 

I look on meads and tinkling rills, 
On gaudy boards that advertise 

Confounded little liver pills. 
And rushing past umbrageous trees, 

I see arranged in little steps, 
Three boards, recurring eulogies 

Of Cadbury and Fry and Epps. 


Sweet fields where poets well might mise, 


And lovers lie in fragrant ease, 
Sport boards imploring me to use 
A powder for destroying —— ! 
O noble Grey, no more be dumb 
Lest noble souls abandon hope, 
And all our English fields become 
Jumbles of cocoa, pills, and soa). 


But come, hot anger in thine eyes, 
And fling thyself upon the strife, 
Let Nature only advertise 


The growing charms of “ Country Life.” 


FUN 


}.-P. has made an appeal for books for his hospitals—“ of 

* e . ° 
which we have now six, and will soon have a dozen small 
ones, besides ninety-seven hospital tents scattered about the 


country.” Who says we aren't getting on now? 
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The other day in 


it police court case 


the following 
cv id ence Was 
given: “I seed 
him holdin’ of her 
down, with her 
head on the block 
0’ wood. it nal 
hackin’ of — her 
throat wi’a razor.” 
* And what did 
you do?” asked 
the Magistrate. 
* Lasked him what 
he was doin’,” said 
the witness. 


Here’s adelight 
ful case of accurate 
arithmetic. Weare 
told by a halt 
penny paper that 
on one Yarmouth 
mussel last week 
there had been 


found “nearly four 


/ 





Old Tar.—“ AND ‘THEN, Str, Down 
Sue Went with A Rush, AND OF THE 
FortTY MEN THAT SHteprED ABOARD 
THE ‘Mary JANE,’ | WAS THE ONLY 
One Lerr ro TELL THE TALE.” 

Patient Listener. “WeLL, You 
SEEM TO HAVE BEEN EQUAL To Ir.” 


million bacilli.” Nearly! Imagine the 


gentleman ticking them off one by one with the point of:a 


needle. Near/y four million ! 
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TENANTS’ DINNER. 
d y Y rT’ rrww ’ ‘ w» >» TF , os Dasiaie. “9 
Yokel (whois observed ‘eating meat only).— VEGETABLES ! No, THANKEF, I can GROW HEY OX My ALLOTMENT. 
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ON THE KING’S HIGHWAY. 
































i 


(7 











APRIL 13; Igol. 





-—” Oo "| 


se. 


reyl 


Pt) 


——— OHA Way) 
“* 


} 


Wa 


|| 
as } V YAY 


A BANK HOLIDAY IDYLL. 
(Inscribed to Mr, Albert Chevalier —with gratitude.) 
Frawncis, dear Frawncis, the diy have come at larst, 
Frawncis, dear Frawncis, the sky ain’t overcarst. 
Bring the moke along, and we 
Will be off upon the spree, 
You and me, dear, you me, 
Easter Mondiy, tiddledee ! 
With my fevvers all a-streaming as | sit upon your knee 
O Frawncis ! 
Frawncis, dear Frawncis, your hat’s a perfect dream, 
Frawncis, dear Frawncis, it makes me want to scream. 
O just speak and never stop, 
For the words as you let drop 
Make me feel as I must flop, 
Or go hinstantaneous pop— 
Like a ginger-beer bottle when you liberite the slop- 
O Frawncis ! 
Frawncis, dear Frawncis, you make me feel so queer, 
Frawncis, dear Frawncis, my ’eart’s all ma/ de mare, 
For I love you fair and true, 
You ’ave money, I’m a Jew, 
O I love you! yuss, I do, 
Not annuver man but you— 
Just a dozen more of cockles and so help me [ am thro’. 


' 


O Frawncis! 














Sentry.-—“ HALT! AND GIVE THE COUNTERSIGN.” 
Astonished War Correspondent.—“ Great Scort ! 
Sentry.—-“THANK You. Il’p Forcorren it Myse.r.” 


WHILE the military authorities at home are blowing up 
each other, the Boers are quietly blowing up our trains. The 
result is Generals and Tommies get shunted. 


First Sweet Girl.—“Oh! where did you get that lovely 
sash ?” , 


Second Sweet Grrl.“ Out of a French window.” 


SUMMER will soon be here, and the cricket will move from 
the hearth to the field. What a game of contradictions is 
cricket ! How useful, despite the fact that the aims of its 
batsmen are ‘‘low” and the plans of its bowlers “ crooked,” 
Are you a spendthrift, here you may be speedily “stumped.” 
The phrenologist may study “bumps.” The architect will 
only get the “extras” which he earns, and the dealer in wood 
must beware of a sudden fall in timber. Has the stipendiary let 
you out on security, see that your “bails ” do not fly off ! Here 
you may goon “the Turf,” yet lose no money! Indulge in 
“swipes” without a headache ! Have many a “ pull” without 
a pipe! Here the coward is generally bowled ; the “pad” is 
a protection, not a terror ; the “tip,” a cause of sorrow rather 
than delight ; the “catch,” no music to him who starts it. In 
this warfare, to run is no sign of cowardice ; while to “ over- 
throw” is to give your enemy the advantage—but we forbear, 
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HOW TO MAK 


DEMONSTRATE GOLF STROKES WITH THE 
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MAK: HM" MARK IN SOCIETY. 
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“A spider is cleverer than a bird,” said 
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SOCLETY INSECTS. 


LICE found herself sitting under a tree. A great noise 
filled the air, a noise of humming and buzzing ; and 

4 when she looked up she saw that the whole place 

was filled with insects. 

“Making things hum, eh?” said a voice just above her. 

Alice looked up, and there in the tree sat a large Money- 
spinning Spider, looking at her with fierce hungry eyes. “| 
beg your pardon,” said Alice, “ did you address me ?” 

“Address you!” cried the Spider, indignantly. “ Well, 
there’s presumption for you! To think that I should bother 
to speak to you! Don’t you know that the blue bottles, those 
are the blue-blooded flies, think it an honour to be entertained 
in my web ? 

‘Will you share in my prospectus,’ 
Said the Spider to the Fly, 
‘It’s a lovely piece of cheating 
That the law will never spy ; 
There are dukes among directors, 
And a statesman on the list, 
And the shares are at a premium 
And the mine does not exist.’ 

That’s the sort of person | am, and you presume to think 
that I should address you ! Why, you're only a buttertly - 

“Tm nothing of the sort,” said Alice. “I’m a respectable 
married woman, and my husband earns a good income in the 
City by honest business.” 

“Come, that’s nonsense,” retorted the Spider. “You don’t 
expect me to believe that anybody earns a good income by 
honest trading. And all women are butterflies. They are the 
most contemptible sort of insects. I’d sooner be a worm than 
a butterfly.” 

‘Tell her about the worms,” said an old Stag Beetle, 
crawling gingerly round the tree. “ She’s dreadfully ignorant 
about the world.” 

“ Worms,” said the Spider, “are the patient foolish creatures 
Who plough the land and live on their estates. They work 
hard and get eaten for their pains by the early bird. Next to 
a spider, [ may tell you, a bird is the cleverest thing on earth. 
A bird is a hypocrite, who pretends to fly towards heaven 
singing beautiful songs ; in reality his one object in life is the 
consumption of foolish things like worms.” 

“Tell her how clever you are,” said the Beetle: “she’s 
dreadfully dense.” 
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the Money-spinner ; “because, you see, he 
doesn’t have to hunt for his victims: he 
simply spins his trap and sits quiet till the 
idiots get caught in his web,” 

“Then he gobbles ’em up,” chuckled the 
Beetle. “ Lor, lor! but it’s a grand life.” 

A gnat began buzzing near Alice’s ear. 
and made _ her shudder. “Don’t be 
alarmed,” sneered the Spider; “he won’t 
sting such as you.” 

“Tell her about the gnat,” said the 
seetle ; “she’s blissfully ignorant of our 
world.” 

“A gnat,” said the Spider, “is a 
Society journalist ; his business is a poor 
one, but it has its attractions. He goes 
about stinging people. He wouldn’t sting 
you, because youre a nobody. But he 
stings great ladies, and takes away their character.” 

“And a dreary business it is just now,” buzzed the Gnat. 
“For all the great ladies are so smothered in enamel and paint 
that it almost makes me sick getting at their blood. The more 
innocent they are the better I can sting ’em.” 

“Ah!” sighed the Beetle, “it must be weary work buzzing 
about looking for innocence in these days.” 

“ T’d sooner be a vulgar bee,” cried the Spider. 

“Tell her about the bees,” said the Beetle. “ I daresay she 
doesn’t know what a time they have of it.” 

“T can hardly demean myself by speaking of them,” said the 
Spider, “especially as it’s no province of mine to dispel 
ignorance. The more ignorant people are the fatter I grow, 
and that’s why I’m in favour of Board Schools.” 

“ Bees,” buzzed the Gnat, “are common middlemen. They 
pick other people’s brains, and live well on the originality 
of others.” 
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A BUTTERFLY IN TRANSPARENT ENAMELS. 


“And the fools have to work for it,” said the Spider ; 
“that’s what makes me despise ’em. Shopkeepers, that’s what 
they are. 

How doth the vulgar toiling bee 
Make such delicious honey ? 
By bagging other people’s brains, 
And turning ’em to money.” 

As he finished speaking a gorgeous butterfly flitted slowly 
past. 

“Fancy stinging that!” said the Gnat. “ Nothing but paint 
and powder !” 

“And once,” said the Beetle, “she was a good fat healthy 
caterpillar.” 

“ Wonderful how things can be changed,” said the Gnat. 

“ What is a butterfly ?” asked Alice. 

“Ah!” said the Beetle, “tell her about butterflies ; she 
doesn’t even know that.” 

“ Butterflies,” said the Money-spinning Spider, “are what 
some people call fashionable beauties. They have admirers. 
They trade on their beauty. Their one object is to flit from 
flower to flower, pleasure to pleasure, amusement to amusement, 
excitement to excitement.” 

“Bah!” cried Alice, “you make me angry with your 
bitterness. Is there no good insect, no honest work among 
you all? Are you all miserable rogues and vagabonds, 
stinging people, cheating people, deceiving people ?” 

“Did you ever !” said the Beetle. 

“What are you, for instance?” said Alice, wheeling round 
on the Beetle. 

“Come!” cried the Spider, “that’s really good—that’s 
downright good. She doesn’t even know what a beetle is !” 

“What can you expect of people who live in the suburbs !” 
buzzed the Gnat. “Down there they only get cockroaches 
and common black beetles.” 

“Poor relations !” exclaimed the Stag Beetle. “I beg you 
will not refer to them again. It is my earnest endeavour to 
forget their existence.” 

“Tell her what you are,” said the Spider. 

, “Allow me,” said the Gnat, and turning to Alice the Gnat 
winked one of his little sharp eyes. “A Stag Beetle, my 





se 


dear,” he said, “is, in your very inadequate language, a 
nouveau riche, a novus homo, a snob. All his dignity is 
awkward, all that side he puts on overbalances him. He 
would be infinitely happier as a common little black beetle 
scuttling about on kitchen floors in search of a good blow out, 
but, as it is, he considers that he must live up to the dignity of 
possessing a family tree, and so you see him as what he is—a 
poor, miserable, old fellow, crawling laboriously about the 
world pretending that he is enjoying life.” 

Alice got up and walked slowly away. “I don’t think I will 
stop here any longer,” she said. “ You make me feel irritable, 
as if IT must seratch myself. I'll go away from all this horrid 
humming and buzzing.” 

* About time you did,” said the Spider. 

“Don’t notice her,” croaked the Stag Beetle, “ she’s beneath 
contempt.” 

Alice looked up and saw a notice-board before her. On one 
side of the board was written “To TwrrpLepuM’s Housg,” 
and on the other side “To THE Housk or TWEEDLEDEE.” 
She was thinking which way she should go when she felt 
thousands of ants crawling over her feet. She looked down 
with terror, but there were no ants there. 

“ Pins and needles,” snapped the Gnat. 

‘A vulgar complaint,” wheezed the Stag Beetle. “ 7 suffer 
from gout.” 


(T'o he continued. ) 

















Registrar’ Clerk. — Assets !” 


The Bankrupt.—“ Oxe County CounciL Votre.” 
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Nervous Curate.—“* Er—My Goop Woman, WHY—ER—ARE YOU—ER- 


‘ . ’) 
(‘HASTISING THIS Pook CHILD? 


Jrate Mother. —’CAUSE THE LitTLeE Divit Won’Tt SAY ’ER CATECHYSM.’ 


THE DRAMAPHONE. 


ISS ELLEN TERRY has been appear 
ing as Nance Oldfield at the 
sé. 


(Coronet Theatre, Notting Hill Gate. 
Notting Hill Gate has therefore been doing 
extremely well. The particular thorn in 
this rose was that “ Nance Oldfield ” is only a 
one-act play, and it would have been rude 
to leave the theatre before the prece de resist- 
ance. When there are two pieces de resistance, 
both by the late lamented Purcell, and when 
their names are “ Dido and .Eneas ” and “ The 
Masque of Love,” one’s condition is parlous. 


The Purcell Operatic Society are very well 
meaning, and as archeologists they are 
deserving of all praise. But as public enter- 
tainers—-no, we protest. To dig up * Dido” 
is. very praiseworthy, but to perform it—it 
is unfeeling. This is the sort of thing a 
young amateur lady has to do at quite con- 
siderable length. Our attention is enchained, 
our Imagination is fired by something like this 

we quote from memory : 


Dino. —* lL am oppressed with torment. I am 
oppressed with torment. Lam oppressed 
with torment. 1 am oppressed with 


torment.” 
Chonus.—‘** She is oppressed with torment. She 


Is oppressed) with torment. She is 
oppressed With torment. She is 
oppressed with torment." 


The audience did not give vent to its feelings 
so candidly. 


l nderstand, it Was a swagger “musical 
function. There were no footlights or any 











ofp ] vii 
TA ALAN HH] | 
4 J, if} H || 
er Ne 

72 ~ 








APRIL 





13, Igol, 


thing plebeian .of that kind. There were ,,, 
painted scenes or anything luxuriantly 
decadent in that way. Great white sheet. 
hung from the top of the stage, and on them 
the limelight man was allowed to work his wij) 
in chastened mood. So careful was the Stage 
manager that the stage should never he 
garishly brilliant that one was rarely allowed 
to see anything more than a suggestion of 
something moving about somewhere. But we 
must be honest, though we offend. Nothing 
more weird or more effective than the Witch 
Scene has ever been placed on the stage. We 
hope we shall be forgiven for this positive. 
probably plebeian praise. 


And all the while someone is saying some 
thing many times over, oh! so many times. 
And afterwards, when at last we leave the 
Coronet, we are lost in respectful admiration 
of the Purcell Operatic Society, and trust that 
next time they will abridge the late Mr. Purce}] 
quite considerably. He will not be there to 
object. 


Mr. Grein is specially advertising the Sunday 
Special every Friday or so. You buy the 
Sunday Special—not to read, oh! dear no, the 
proprietors don’t mind about that—but to snip 
a bit out of. You send in the coupon, which 
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Grandpapa.—“ SHALL I Come AND Piay Rep INDIANS WITH YOU .” 
Bobbie (eyeing him critically).—“TmM Arraip You Won’t Do.’ 
Grandpapa.— Way Not?’ 

“Wert, You See, You’ve BEEN ScaLPpep ALREADY.” 
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She.—“* TuHatT’s A LIBEL. 
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“Vou Know Turey sAy A Woman CAN’T KEEP A SECRET.” 
A Woman CAN KEEP A SECRET AS EastIty AS A MAN CAN—ALL BUT TWO KINDS 


THERE ARE SECRETS THAT AREN’T WortTH KEEPING, AND OTHERS THAT ARE T00 Goop TO KEEP.” 


isput ina hat. Then, perhaps, yours is a lucky number, and 
you may get a seat at a theatre where Mr. Grein, the Sunday 
Specval’s dramatic critic, gets up a special Friday performance 


lor your benetit. 


And when you get to the theatre the programme looks 


something like this: 
COMEDY THEATRE. 





“THE REVOLTED 


| DAUGHTER.” 


_ By Isragn Zanawi.e. 
lhe Karl of Wimbley— 


Mr. Ho~man CLARK. 


Sir Robert Huntyngford— 


Mr. Luiar LABLACHE. 


Dr. Thomas George— 


Mr. H. Dr LANGE. 


&e., &e, 
Ak. 


n’t you 2? 


you see how purely philanthropical and artistic it all is 


“THe 
SUNDAY SPECIAL.” 


FINANCE. 
By MAGPIE. 


DRAMA. 
By J. T. GREIN. 


&c., &c. 


’ 


Nevertheless, “ The Revolted Daughter” was most enter 
taining. Mr. Zangwill has written a most amusing and 
attractive comedy, in spite of its unworkmanlike qualities, — It 
is true that it is all about the New Woman, who is by this 
time really an old woman, and about revolted daughters who 
were smacked and put to bed and had promised to be good 
before the end of the Jast century. But still it was a very 
pleasant piece, admirably acted all round. 


“In the Soup,” at the Strand Theatre, has now as a 
hors Puuvre a one-act “ play,” ealled “ Allez Houp-La,.” There 
is only one consolation—there is no compulsion to see it. We 
are quite sorry for Miss Audrey Ford and Mr. Wyes. Some of 
the others in the cast deserve—well, deserve to be in the cast. 


The St. James’s has gone to sleep again after “The 
Awakening.” It will remain closed until the production of 
Mr. Esmond’s comedy, “The Wilderness.” Mr. Alexander 
hopes there will be no “orders” in this wilderness. 

THE STAGE COACT. 
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FUN. 


ACTIVITY. 
First Tramp.—‘t De dog chased you, 
did he?” 
Seconp Tramp.—‘' You bet! For a 
few minutes I had to lead a _ purty 
strenuous life.” — Puck. 
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‘*T supPoOsE you'll go telling people 
that I’m a fool.” . 

‘“No, dear; there are some things 
we must keep to ourselves,” — Wasp, 


“What's full evening dress in Ken- 
tucky?” 

‘‘Three revolvers and a full flask.” 
Boston Home Journal. 


Iv a Western Massachusetts town liveda 
young woman who is blessed with both 
discrimination and tact. 

The first of these admirable qualities she 
has displayed by her two marriages. Her 
first husband was a minister——a most de 
lightful man; he died, and after a lapse of 
tive or six years she was united to his only 
brother, who was a successful lawyer in 
New York. 

On her library desk stands a picture of 
the first partner of her joys and sorrows, 
and one day a curious caller asked whom 
the photograph represented. 

“That.” said the hostess, with evident 
emotion, ‘fis a picture of my husband's 
brother, who died eight years ago, and who 
was very dear to us both.”— Youth's Com 
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ETHIOPIAN SLAVE.—'‘t ve—er—had an 
addition in my family, sir.” 

Master (absent minded ).—‘* Addition *% 
Well, if it’s correct enter it in the ledger, 
Nebuchadnezzar. °— Assyrian Census Tile, 








His STATUS. 


Hr.—‘* Look here, my dear. I cannot 
afford to entertain on such a scale as you 
have indulged in of late.” 

Suk. —‘* John, I really believe you are 
just the kind of man who would be per- 
fectly happy if you lived) within your 
Income, Life, 


UNDER THE 
SPREADING CHESTNUT 
TREE. 


‘Don't you know that * 


MAMMA (sternly). 
the yreat King Solomon said, ‘Spare the 
rod and spol the child ?°” 


AuntTigE. —‘‘ It isn't good form to hold 
vour tork in that way.” 

Bonpy.-** Huh! But he * Lirrte Nrece.—‘ Auntie, do you think 
that until he was growed up.” it is good form to stare at people while 
Brick. they is eating ?”°— Wasp. 


didn’t say 
Babylonian 


Mrs. Nation’s ENTHUSIASM EXPLAINED. 6 


“Wat would you say,” began the 
voluble prophet of woe, ‘‘it I were to tell 
vou that in a very short space of time all 
the rivers in this country would dry up?” 

‘*T would say,” replied the patient man, 
‘** Go thou and do likewise.’ — Philadelphia 

NEVER TRIED THE EXPERIMENT. Press, 

Junius Casar.—'' Can you write as well | 
after a good, heavy dinner?” Mas 

Vireru..—‘' I dont know.” : ; 
C'ommentartes, 


"This is my sixth glass to-day,” said 
Mrs. Nation, as she hurled the billiard ball 
into the bevelled mirror back of the bar. 
It is small wonder that she is intoxicated 
with her work, 


‘* Belle has been in the market for 
a long time.” 
CLARA.—'‘* Yes, but she is still quoted 


Suppre ANE d 


PALLIATING Ir, at 27. 
‘But, ma, Uncle John eats with his 
knife.” ‘“Misrry loves company.” 
‘Hush, dea Unele John is rich « ough ‘Ves that accounts for mothers’ meet 
bi] f ‘ nape Soa J : 
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BLack Bary. 
LitTLE Boy (to nigger woman }. 


the bottle ? 
AunT MartTHA.—‘‘ Yaas, chile; why” 
LITTLE Boy. 
an ink bettle.”’ 


By THE WAY couldn’t some one work 


those millions into a children’s lullaby * 
Sleep, my darling, 
Sleep, my lily one, 
Nought shall harm thee in thy bed. 
Sleep, my darling, — 
Many a million 
Rifles guard thy tender head. 
Sleep, my darling, 
Angels watch thee, 
And the torpedoes are charged. 
Sleep, my darling, 
Sleep, my lily one, 
The army and navy’s been enlarged, 
Let the Spring poets look to it The 
Clarion. 


‘No. | can make you no contribution : | 
dont believe in sending out foreign mis 
sionaries.” 

‘* But the Scriptures command us to feed 
the hungry.” 

The manot wealth shrugged his shoulders, 
‘*Well, (d feed them on something « heaper 
than missionaries,” he rejoined, with the 
brusquerie that characterises his class, 
What to Kat. 


KX POSURE. 

‘* Where are you rushing so fast 7” 

‘“Up to the health office "to get vac. 
cinated.” 

‘*Eh! been exposed ?” 

‘‘Yes. Telephone girl this morn ing gave 
me the pest-house number by mistake ! 
—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


HoRRIBLE THREAT. 


MoruER (firmly, to little daughter who w 
about to have a tooth drawn. )—‘* Now, May, 
if you cry Pll never take you to a dentist's 
again.” 


EDITORIAL NOTICE. 


The Editor cannot be responsthle for 
the return of MSS. or sketches submitted 
for consideration, and in no case will re- 
jected matter 
he returned 
unless accom- 
panied by 
a stampedand 
addressed 
envelope. 
Publication in 
Fun alone 
will be recog- 
need as the 
acceptance OJ 
contributions 


or Ske ti he Ss. 





: ” Aunt 
Martha, was that baby of yours raised oy 


_ Well, it must have been 
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